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asked her if she was afraid, or if she didn't mind, or if
she thought she could do such-and-such a thing, she felt
that they were asking a favour of her, and that she was
being set apart and not treated as they treated one an-
other.
"Why should you ask me if Pm afraid?" she said in
a choked voice. "You don't ask each other such things."
Nikolai took off his glasses and put them on again,
looking intently at his sister. Unable to stand the strained
silence, the mother got up guiltily and wanted to say
something, but Sophia stopped her by taking her hand.
"Forgive me. I'll never do it again," she said softly.
This brought a smile to the mother's face, and in a
few minutes all three of them were busily discussing the
proposed trip.
XV
At dawn the mother was jogging along in a post chaise
over a road washed by autumn rains. A raw wind was
blowing and mud was splashing on every hand. The
coachman twisted about on his seat to complain to her in
a nasal voice, "So I says to him—to my brother, that is
—let's share I says. So we begin to share	" Suddenly
he struck out with his whip at the left-hand horse and
shouted angrily, "Get along, there, you witch's spawn!"
The fat crows of autumn stepped anxiously over the
bare furrows while a cold wind whistled all around. The
crows braced themselves to meet the attacks of the wind,
which ruffled their feathers and blew them off their feet,
forcing them to flap their way lazily to another spot.
"So he goes and skins me'out of my share. I see there's
nothing J can put my hands on..." went on the coach-
man.
The mother listened to him as in a dream. Through
her memory streamed the events of the last few years
and she was herself actively participating in all of them.
Formerly the conditions of life had been laid down some-

